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Catherine and Geoffry and dear Miss Fenimore and everybody,
let alone Bombaccio the major-domo and his morning minion,
would see that everybody was given coffee and tea and hot rolls
and eggs and bacon and fruit and Dundee marmalade, according
to their needs. They would all see to each other and Bombaccio
would see to all of them. Just think. She would not force her
thinking or think anything out, but she would let her thoughts
run.
This onset of maternity about which feminists and serious
spinsters made such a fuss, was proving to be not at all the dread-
ful experience she had prepared herself to face. Soft folds of
indolent well-being seemed to be wrapping about her, fold upon
fold.
After all, bearing heirs to the Rylands' millions was a very easy
and pleasant sort of work to do in the world. Almost too easy and
pleasant when one considered the pay. Smooth. Gentle. Living to
the tune of a quiet murmur. She remembered something her
Sussex aunt, Aunt Janet Nicholas, Aunt Janet the prolific, had
once said. "It makes you feel less and less like being Brighton and
more and more like being the Downs." The Downs, the drowsy
old Downs in summer sunshine. The tiny harebells in the turf.
The velvet sound of bees. A peacefulness of body and soul. And
yet one could think as clearly and pleasantly as ever. Or at least
one seemed to think.
She had an idea, a by no means imperative idea, that presently
when she had done with realising how comfortable she was, her
thoughts might after all take a stroll about the aisles and cloisters
of the overnight discussion, but instead she found herself thinking
alternatively of two more established prepossessions. One was
Philip and his interest in the talk and the other, which somehow
ought to be quite detached from him and yet which seemed this
morning to be following the thought of him like a shadow, was -
Stupids.
Philip's interest in this discussion had surprised her, and yet it
was only the culminating fact to something that had been very
present to her mind for some little time. She was convinced - and
she had always been convinced - that Philip's mind was a very
vigorous and able one, a mind of essential nobility and limitless
possibilities, but so soon as she had got over the emotion and
amazement of the wonderful marriage that had lifted her out of
the parentaljHampshire rectory to be the mistress of three lovely